



The Tragedie 

On ely referred their factor to buy foules, 

And (end them thither,but at hand at baud, 

Enfucs his piteous, and vnpittied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burncsffiends roare, Saints pray 
To hauc him fuddenly conucyed away: * 

Cancell his bond of life, dearc God./ Pray* 

That/may liuctofay.thedogis dead, 

thou didsprophccie the time would come 
'Tti at 1 mould wiffi for thee to hclpeme curfc 
That botte'.dlpider, that finite huuch-backx toadc. 

Afar, I cald thee then, vaine flourifr of my fortune 
I raid thee then, poore fludow, painted Queene " 

Tlieprefdutationofjbutwhat I was ^ s “ ’ 

T he flattering index of a direful! pageant, 

One heau’d a high, to be hutld dovvne below 
A mother onely^nockt with two iweet babes’, 
Adrcameof which theu werr # a breath, ahubbie. 

A ngneofdignitieia gariflv fiagge. 

To be the aim; ofeuery dangerous fliot, 

A Queene in ieaft,one!y to fill thefccancj 
Where is thy husband now,where be thy brother* * 
Wtiere be thy children,wherein doettthou ioy > 

Who files to thee, and cries God fauc the Queene? 

Where be the bending peers that flattered ihcc ? 

Where be the thronging troupes thatfollowed thee/ 
Dt.c.ificali chis,and/cc what now thou art® 

For happy wife, a mofl diftrefled widow » 

For loyfulljnother, one that wailes the name* 

For Queene, a very Catiuecrownd with care: 

For one being fued too,one that humbly fues e 
For one commanding al 1, obeyed of none; ’ 

Iror one that fcornd at me, now fcornd ofme 
Tims hath the courfe of iuflicc wheel’d about* 

And left thee but a very prey to time 
Hauing no more but thought of w hat thou art. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Taoa didfl vfurpe my pl a ce,nnci doefl thou not 
Vf urpe the jufl proportion of nay forrow? 


of Richard the third. 

Mow thy , p r0 ’ u ^ ncc k e » heares halfc my burthened yoke,’ 
From which, euen here, I flip my weary necke, 

Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee: 

Farewell Yorkcs wife, and Qheene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Fnglifii wars, will make me fm;le in France. 

Gju. O thou well skild in curfes, flay a while. 

And teach tr. e how to curfe mine enemies, 

Forbeare to fleepe the night, and fafl the day, 
Compare dead happinefle with living woe, 

Thinke that babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew' them fowler then he is J 
Rettring thy loflc makes the bad caufes worfc, 

Reuohing this, will teach thee how to curfc. 

Qu, My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
QM.Thy woes wil make them fharp,&piercc like mine* 

Out, Why fhould calamitie be full of words? Exit. Mar, 
gu, 0'indieatturnies to your clients woes, 

Aierie fucceedcrs ofinteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies. 

Let them haue fcope,tliough what they do impart 
Helpe not at all,yet do they cafe the heart. 

DmU IffOjthen benot tongue-tide, goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned fonnes which thy two fonnes fmothred .* 

1 heart his drum, be copious in exclaimts. 

fitter king Richard marching with Drummes • 
and Trumpet*, 

King, Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Tut, A fhe,that might have inercepted thee, 

By firangling thee in her accurfed wembe, 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou hafl cone. 

J%it, Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where would be grnuen, if that right were right, 

The flaughter of the Prince that owdc that cro wne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers ; : 

T*ell nac thou villain c flaue, where are my children J 
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